RUSSIAN ENGINEER

Inspection and on my return I would need an
Interpreter,

It transpired fhat the officials had waiting for me
a young lady of the old regime as my interpreter on
my return, but I was told that it was always safer
to have someone politically sound and of the worker
stock. I thought this young man was just the com-
panion to be useful as my interpreter.

Well, here was the man, dressed in a patched
leather jacket, physically strong, rough and ready,
a typical Bolshevic, I thought. Yes, this must be
my first interpreter for my rough tours in the
heart of Siberia. I would have the worker type or
none,

Leningrad was his first real trial. He succeeded
and swept all before him and was exceptionally
attentive. The importance of high standing officials
whom he met with me and their elaborate offices
had impressed him. He felt he had the chance of
his life. So on we went to Siberia.

He was very sensitive in many ways apart from
his rough exterior, and after our first tour of the
Kuzneitsk district we were returning to Tomsk,
During the early hours of the morning I could not
sleep and there was running through my mind
thoughts of home, and I was trying to compare what
I had seen on my tour with conditions in Britain.
With the swing of the train and the uncomfortable
conditions, there came to my mind the lines of a
hymn and for some time I sang it as I thought to
myself as follows :